REDEEMER’S CREATIVE ARTS MAGAZINE 


A Letter From the Editors 


A quest is a long and arduous search for something, at Redeemer 

University College; we searched for unity this semester. We thank 

all our inspired and artistic students who submitted their works 
to create this display of the talent our community holds. 


Quest is proud to present the Unity our creative students have 
found through their art forms. 


Cassy Dyck and Courtney Parker 


VISUAL ARTS 


Never-ending Glory (cover)- Rena Lugtigheid 
Road to Somewhere (this page) - Chris Ruiter 

So That the World - Elise Arsenault 

Peace of the Sea of Galilee - Stephanie TenHove 
Untitled - Rena Lugitgheid 

Great Divide - Chris Ruiter 

The Tail of the Crazy Cat Lady - Kamaria Quinn 
You Might Be One of Us - Sim Bos POETRY & PROSE 
Your Hamilton Neighbor - Elliana Reitsma 


The Long Game - Nathan Brink 
One Church - Rena Lugtigheid 


Expatriate Shoes - Tristan Kaarid 
Morning Wars? - Allyson Reichelt 


Hidden Battle - Emma Dupuis 
‘ Rena 


Lullaby - Nathan Brink 


The Long Game 
Nathan Brink 


The white ivory sits and waits, 
Quite bored with the silence all around. 
A gentle hand rises, and falls back to think. 


The piece will stay ‘till fates, 
Black pieces surround, 


When two hands suddenly link. 
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Peace on Sea of Galilee 
Stephanie TenHove 


Untitled 
Rena Lugtigheid 


Expatriate Shoes 
Tristan Kéarid 
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The Hidden Battle 
Emma Dupuis 


s fought with differing opinion 


should be 


Lullaby 
Nathan Brink 


Most every night when I go close my eyes, 
I enter lands where dwell the demon 


kings. 

And there they come with evil gladness 
sing 

Of what in life I've come to most de- 
spise. 


When I awake, my soul most surely tries 
To suck the poison from their subtle 
sting. 

Within my ears their songs forever ring, 
And so the devil claims this worthless 
prize. 


And so I beg a lullaby of you, 
Whose song can play within my soul at 
night. 

Let all soft notes and melodies ring true 
To bring sweet dreams of nothingness to 
light. 

2 Come sing your song, bring forth the best 

* debut, 


And set the order of my world aright. 


Morning Meditations 
Allyson Reichelt 


As the sun tiptoes over treetops 
and warms my bare feet, 
I let my heavy lids close, and breathe 
in the fragrance of serenity— 
pine, a distant campfire, and recent rain. 


The morning reflects into my eyes, 
and I force them open 
to scan the birch for moose. 
I watch the fog dance across the glass 
as if to welcome the new day. 


A loon flies overhead and I hear the murmur 
of wind as it ruffles through its feathers. 
A bass leaps into the light in front of our boat 
and I soak in the realization— 
it’s so quiet all I can hear is nature. 


Bond 
Julia Paddock 


Here we are, bound my love 
But not quite, 


This ring is just a promise for what 
is to come 


I have been by your side for years, 
We have lived, 
We have cried, 
We are unified, 


But not quite 


Here in this time in-between 
We wait to seal this promise 


We have already made 


Prometheus 
Nick Overgauuw 
The Stars wheel ‘round and yet I’m here 
My torture measured year by year 
Though flaming talons pierce and rend 
I Foresee now, soon comes my end 
I stole the Fire from Heaven’s throne 
For that He left me chained, alone 
But one comes now to end my pain 
And bring me back to life again 
A God-Man, light upon his brow 


This Saviour climbs my mountain now 


Cliches 
Nathan Brink 
“So if you smile the world will smile with you, 
But if you cry then you will cry alone.” 
These are the words that we are told are true, 


And if they are, this world I will disown. 


Beliefs like this keep minds in the unknown, 
And sets apart those who need love the most. 
Within this separate world the mind is grown, 


And turns a smile into a mocking boast. 


“Avoid the world” is my most used riposte, 
Yet hidden people live with lies inside. 
I stay and glide through minds, unseen, a ghost, 
That tries to leave before he’s cast aside. 


So if you smile I’1l look for tears within, 


And if you cry aloud we can begin. 


J 
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Elliana Reits: 
Chris Ruiter 


REDEEMER’S CREATIVE ARTS MAGAZINE 


Next edition coming December 2017! 


IG: @redeemersquest 
Contact: quest@redeemer.ca 


